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‘On the Rebound, Naturally." 


| pick the one walking by. 
Why? 
Easy target. Who the fuck knows, | guess. 


I'm too upset right now to go find one..and | need one..so there he is, walking, walking..come closer you 
motherfucking.. 


"Fuck me." My boot taps his heel and he nearly trips over the stage wires he's dragging on the ground. 
"S-sorry, what?" 


His hair is dark ash brown, up in a tight little ponytail. Kid hasn't been a roadie for long. Still got pimples on his 


face but no pock-marks. Seventeen or, nineteen | guess. 

| run a hand through my hair and over my bandana as he looks down at me, eyes wide. 
Yes | am fucking W. Axl Rose. 

And yes | am talking to you 

And yes | did ask you to fuck me. 

Why.? 


It scares me real bad sometimes, these fits | get myself in. But Slash is with this "Rhonda" chick, who | just 
can't stand, and.. 


Isn't it sad? 

We had a fight. 

Over fucking what, | don't know. 

We just did. 

Maybe it was about his drinking or about my bitching about his drinking. 


And then right in the middle of the argument he fucking passes out-passes out on me! | didn't even check to 


make sure he was alright.he just slumped over his guitar and so | left. 

End of discussion 

| win by default. 

And I'm fucking sick of waiting for him to pull his shit together and screw me. 
"| said fuck me, moron" 


The roadie blinks at me again, lifting his eyebrows. | lean in from my position on the hallway floor, grinding the 
heel of my sneaker into his boot and repeat myself. "| want you to fuck me. Or, do you have something better 


to do?" 
"Mr. uhm. Rose..uh..can? Can | uh-are you alright?" 


Great. 


I'm desperate. 

So | tag a stutterer. 

| blow out the last of my cigarette and ground into the brick behind me, tilt my head down and lift a finger, 
wiggling it downward to get him to lean down closer. He takes the bait. | snag the coil of plugs from him as he 
drops down to his knees, in front of me, on the floor. "What's your name, kid?" I'm tired and | still can't see his 
face very well. | blink the lingering smoke from my eyes. 


"Ah-uhm. Adam." 


"Hm." | pull a corner of my mouth up into a half-grin. | know I'm being a fucking bastard, but | just have to 


know. "Do you..know who —l— am?" 

He snickers. 

"I'm fucking serious you squeaky-eared sonofabitch. Do you know who | am?" 

His face falls again into a frown and he inconclusively stares at me. 

| kick his toe. "No you don't" 

And he doesn't. Not really..but he's —going_ to... 

"Uhm.listen, Mr. Rose.." | shoot a look up at him, making certain my eyes pierce that disbelieving gaze of his. 
What, does the kid think I'm gonna punch him in the nuts or something..? 

"Can | ub...” 

| should just give up on this one. 


He's hopeless-doesn't even try to play along, or charm me or anything. 


Then again, that's half the fun | wanted a real, live, squirming one. One that would just about flat-out tell me 


‘no’. 


‘I'm sorry." | drop my shoulders and scoff. "I don't mean to frighten you..come here and kiss me.." | lick my lips, 


trying my best to look harmlessly enticing. He shakes his head, eyes wide like silver dollars. 
Well, if you want to get something done.. 


| grab at the nape of his neck and jab my tongue down his throat. More than anything else, he freezes. Doesn't 


push me away or try to lean in-nothing. Damn fucking cocksucker. 


| push him away and watch in a relative calm as he tumbles back onto the wires. 


"You should have kissed me first," | mutter, pulling myself up from the floor and tossing down my Zippo (okay, 
actually, Duff's Zippo) and a half-pack of cigarettes into his lap. "I take it easier on virgins who don't know the 
fuck better. Have yourself a smoke..get some rest. All of this will go away in the morning, I'm sure. If it 
doesn't." | lean down again and he uses his long legs to immediately flatten his back against the brick wall. 
"You'll be ...going away'." | grin when he nods vehemently. Oh no, he won't tell anyone. And anyway, who would 
believe him? What would it matter? | know threats aren't usually my style, but watching the responses | get 
when | give ‘em? Well, those get pretty damn entertaining. 


| walk off, leaving little "Adam" to his..thoughts, | guess. Do roadies really think? 
Of course they don't. 
If they did, they wouldn't agree to being some rock star's bitch. 


Let alone, Axl Rose's. 


